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FOREWORD 


I met Patha at Poetry in the Park, a monthly gathering that I organise for 
poetry enthusiasts in Cubbon Park, Pangalore. I have noticed over the years 
that those who connect to this gathering, besides being poetry lovers, are also 
nature enthusiasts. It was no surprise then that Path a’s book of poetry, 
‘Under the Acacia Tree and Other Poems’, is about her reconnecting with the 
natural world. Put this book is also about so much more. 

These poems were penned while Patha was on a break and explored the 
Aravalli mountain range. While Patha, an archaeologist and teacher by 
profession, has travelled and hiked to many exciting places on work, these 
poems (as well as the delightful photographsj flow from a place of unwinding 
andfinding one’s center away from the hustle. 

Keading this book is like taking a stroll through the hills with a friend, 
slowing your pace and over reliance on your analytical side, to admire and 
reflect on nature in her everyday glory. 

As a reader, I hope that when you reach the end of this book, you will have 
an ‘oh, but l wanted to walk on some more, Patha’ reaction, the way I did. 

Lynessa Coutto 

Feb 3, 2020 
Pangalore 



UNDER THE ACACIA TREE 


under the acacia- 
a natural tree 

that has been in the Aravallis 
for many, many centuries, 
i find myself 
sleeping 
under a tree 

as things go by 
normally, 
i begin to wonder 
of this and that- 
and always 
come back 
to this tree 

my wondering, 
when i take to defining 
starts off to be about me 
as i begin to inquire 
of my identity, 
direction and journey 

i begin to wonder 
of this tree- 
is this tree 
my adventure 
or 

am i a part 
of this tree’s 
dream? 








DISTRACTIONS 


it takes time to get 
to a place 

where one can really think. 

under the acacia tree, 
i finally begin to think, 
but, alas, all i can think 
is all the tilings that are 
distracting. 

so, it happened 
as happenings sink- 
i begin to think 
of things 
around me. 

the thing is 
under the acacia tree 
up in the Aravallis, 
there is nothing much 
to see- 

so i begin to think 

of things around me- 

clouds 

sky 

birds 

bugs 

twigs 

trees 

bees 

leaves 

cheeps 

and suchlike things 



am not sure 

when i realise 

that i can think 

of things like these 

because 

i’ve erased 

people 

in the 

shadow 

of an 

acacia tree. 

and now, it is time 
to overthink 
and remove 
me 
from 

under the acacia tree 





ON AGING 


when hair greys 
one strand after another, 
when skin wrinkles 
and sags into a maze, 
when children 
make grandchildren, 
when the same things happen 
one time after another, 
when something new 
becomes faded pastel, 

is that as old as old can be? 
is that as old as the Aravallis? 



The Aravallis are one of the world’s oldest rock formations. It has its 
origins in the Precambrian and subsequent formations have ranged over 
millions of years. It is so old as far as fold mountains go-it has stopped 
growing! 


ON LIFE 


Life, they say, 
is a Journey- 
long and short- 
an exercise of antonyms. 

Life, they say, 
is a Dream- 
mirage and illusion- 
an exercise of synonyms. 

Life, they say, 
is about Inception- 
construct within construct- 
an exercise in planning. 

Life, they say, 
is about a Collection- 
memories about little things- 
an exercise in distraction. 








ON TIME 


have you heard 
what i was told? 
have you listened 
to what i have read? 

Time, it is said, 

is about the future. 

all things 

done 

won 

said 

wed 

made 

played 

is about the 

Future. 

Here. It is Different, 
under the acacia tree, 
there is only Here. 

i begin to seek 
Tomorrow, 
and Fail 
completely. 

instead, 
there is 
Yesterday- 
a peek into 
past’s grandeur. 

there it is- 
Yesterday 

amongst the rusty hay: 
green, pink, blue 
and other hues 
of the sky’s beau. 



and now 
i don't know 
what to think 
of all that’s 
been said and read 
about Futures- 
is it really there? 




ON WORDS 


there are words 
for everything- 

constructs 

placement 

poetry 

tones 

textures 

harmony 

frames 
design 
a story 

up here in the Aravallis 
under the acacia tree 

all there is left is 
a-wondering. 



a confusion prevails. 

is the sky touching the earth? 

is the earth touching the sky? 

are the sky and the earth 

holding hands? 

will i always have time 

to chase 

questions such as these? 
latha 2019 




TOO MUCH TALK 


it is as rich as rich can be. 

it is as peaceful as peace can be. 

it is as comforting as comfort can be. 

it is as safe as safety can be. 

it is nature at its best. 

and when that happens, 
you know it too- 
there is 
too much talk 
in the forest. 

monkeys howl for territory 

babblers babble into a brawl 

all sorts of critters fly up in a twitter 

all sorts of people say 
things that they do 
when there is 
too much quiet 






BIRD BRAINS 


they are 
mini 
tiny 
wee 

miniscule 

lovely 

cute 

they are so small 
sometimes 
they’d fit in 
a baby’s fingernail 

they don’t really know 

how to talk- 

they complain, 

they scold, 

they delegate, 

they inform, 

they do. 

and that’s all 

they do. 

they have bird-brains 
and have survived 
more years 

in the history of earth 
than humans do. 




ABSURD WAYS 


they are crazy, wild, wild things- 
these people in the wild, 
they scare people bigger than them, 
their tails are longer than them, 
they speak in a million syntaxes and 
understand every one of them, 
they fly in complex synch 
and remember each step all the time, 
they plant their feet anywhere 
and no one asks for rent, 
they are crazy, wild,wild things- 
these people in the wild 










SUNBIRDS IN THE IPOMEA 


have you seen the sunbirds- 

they come in little sizes. 

they are in that 

twining 

trailing 

climbing 

Ipomea- 

a plant on a tree. 

the sunbirds 
have a special beak- 
shapely and terrific- 
they poke a little hole 
in the base of 
little red blooms 
to reach their 
nectarine drink. 

having watched them 
dmnk and chirping, 
do sit down 
and overthink. 

it is that little drink 
that makes a little energy 
for a little moment 
in the little life 
of a little bird 
on a little day 
in history. 






EAVESDROPPING 


typically 
it begins 
when the sky 
is orange, pink 
and other 
suchlike hue; 
it goes on and on 
till the sky turns 
whitish-blue. 

a critic 

suggests that it 
has no clarity- 
no opening, 
no interlude or 
the 

notes and tunes 
that mark an 
end 

for this performance 
to call it classical, 

rustic 
or folk. 

one thinks 
this can classify as a 
madrigal comedy 
with some nuances 
by some 

wandering minstrels 
tinged with native hums. 

another says 
it is rather 
recitative, 



same thing 
over and over 
again, 
too much 
chorus 
in the 

performance. 

that tuning fork 
plays atonal 
and the post horn 
is in a fog... 
tondichtung, 
a chirrup. 

eavesdropping by 
an unlikely stage 
on an 

unrehearsed show 
by the 

lantana hedge. 



Musical Terminology: https:! / www.naxos.com / education!dossary.asp?char-A-C# 




INDOCTRINATED 


he is everywhere- 
in flowers, 
in trees 

and in colours. 

he is everywhere- 
in the waters, 
in pebbles 
and in dreams. 

he is everywhere- 
in the beasts, 
in the littlest 
and the bees. 

he is everywhere- 
in the mist, 
in the sun 
and in shadows. 

i try to find 
one new thing 
and fail. 


Basho is everywhere. 







ON QUIET 


up in the hills 

there is a valley 

where the monsoon’s stream 

has turned into beads. 

here, the wind is hushed 

and the sounds are shushed 

till a frog in the pond 

takes a leap 

and 

plops. 






OBSESSION 


it is not my fiault- 
there is pink in everything, 
one always knows that 
a landscape become a thing 
because of pink. 

there is pink in everything- 

pink feet 

pink tongues 

pink eyes even. 

pink leaves 

pink flowers 

pink even stamens. 

pink sky 

pink sun 

pink clouds 

float by 

in the even. 

it is not my fiault- 

there is pink in everything. 

but, the doctors- 
the doctors do not 
believe me 
when i say 
what i have seen, 
the doctors- 
the very silly people 
think 

i am healed 

because i have an 
obsession with pink. 









FINDING BUTTERFLIES 


on the top of a 
waterfall’s head, 
there is a 
drying stream, 
here, there are sounds- 
trickling waters 
rustling grass 
whining wind 
flying leaves 
fiddling bugs 
pleasant dreams 

by the little ponds 
in the 

black, grey and 

brown valley 

where the sun 

only visits, 

tall fronds grow 

in yellow, blue and pink 

that is where 
they come- 
flutterbys- 
lots of them! 

and i wake up 

smiling 

thinking 

i too had been one. 
now- 


am too worn. 








STILLNESS 


dawn has come- 
a car’s honk, 
going somewhere 
to find something 
every today, 
till the branch breaks. 

so, go on- 
take a holiday, 
grow a new branch. 

climb strange hills 
with a firm will 
that you are going 
nowhere. 

it is so still 
up here 
all alone - 
a bulbul called 
and 

i started. 

and going nowhere, 
i find something 
still up there- 
stillness, so rare 
to find in everyday. 




the sun wakens- 
world hastens 
to rhythmic sleep 
latha 2019 





THERE IS TREASURE EVERYWHERE 


often, the journey 
is about finding 
a teacher 
somewhere. 

it is a matter 
of following 
the path 
with intent, 
memorising 
the stmcture 
and content. 

it is about 
being tme 
and playing 
faithful 
to all that 
has been 
laid out 
yesterday. 

it is about 
walking- 
where all 
have walked- 
to that 

selfsame spot 
at the top. 

so easy and fitting- 
the goal is set. 
a bargain, 
well-rehearsed- 
no questions said. 



so, 

no one understands 
my distraction- 
why did i follow 
a damsel-fly 
and get lost? 

hope you understand 
that i was not 
really lost. 

hope you understand 
that i was guided 
by the tenets 
of a comic-person* 
and got lost 
looking for a 
treasure 

in an unmarked spot, 
and found it. 

*with due acknowledgement to Bill Watterson’s Calvin and Hobbes 




MAKING HABITS 


On the first day, it is scary. 

On the second day, it is discovery 
On the third day, it is curiosity 
On the fourth day, it is an experience 
On the fifth day, it is wisdom 
On the sixth day, it is an expectation 
On the seventh day, it is a habit. 

and, after that, 

if you avoid climbing, 

there is a 

physical, mental 

withdrawal 

of the senses- 

a waiting 

for the 

next new 

thing. 

the next day. 












THE JOURNAL 


i put off writing 
on what 
my journal says 
about the journey- 
i am all muddled up 
about sharing 
my real tale. 

i’d rather share 
of things i see 
and make up fantasies, 
i’d rather paint pictures 
of scenes i see 
and make verse. 

my journey, my struggles, 
my story, my book 
is nothing but an 
encasing of memories. 

the fact is, 
this is awkward 
leastaways- 
i climbed every day. 
i climbed all that, 
and never made it 
to the top. 
not one day. 






THE VISITOR 


a brief interlude in time-am 
visiting for a little while, 
i don’t mean to unlearn my life 
or unfollow my hosts’ rules, 
i will walk someone else’s path- 
for that is what visitors do. 

the langurs bark as i 
scramble up their rocks 
spotting in me a rival 
in their territory, 
the squirrels scold as i 
rest on their path 
to a fruity tree. 

treepies ignore me 
a stately ibis flies away 
herons fight with egrets- 
and never talk to me 

francolins hide away 
and i still don't know 
what i did- 
but the lapwings 
protest everytime 
they see me 

'you-did-do-it', they say. 

the peacocks showed 
their moulted bum 
and don't pose for me. 
babblers and bulbuls 
i meet 
find my 

presence unbearable 
and complain 
constantly. 



it must be said: 

the kindest are the prinias- 

they often sing to me. 

the raptors- 
am sorry to say, 
look me in the eye 
distastefully- 
am so obviously 
inedible. 

one day, 
i shared a spot 
with a clump of grass- 
all the other seats 
had been taken 
by plants and rocks, 
as i sat camouflaged 
by the grass seeds, 
a little robin 
tried to be 
neighbourly, 
but i was too big. 

i try to sleep a little bit- 
a slither put an end 
to that, 
and. 

the bug bites begin to itch. 

up in the hills, 
under the acacia tree, 
it is clear- 

there is no exclusive, 
permanent place 
for me here. 



i try to make the visit last 

a little longer; 

but even i can see- 

hills and valleys disappear as 

misty, cold clouds begin its entry- 

even sunbeams were like me: 

mere visitors 

on a day-trip 

in the Aravallis. 
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ABOUT 


In 2019, as I was convalescing, I had the rare opportunity of taking a work- 
from-home holiday on the edge of Udaipur city with the Aravalli mountains 
and forests as the morning scene. I went walking and climbing and collecting 
whatever I could. 

The Aravallis are one of the oldest rock formations pre-dating the collision 
of the Indian plate to the Asian plate (that formed the Himalayas). Most of 
the marble in Indian homes come from here today. Mining is rampant and 
the hills are being blasted to make tourist homes and industries. They say 
there is so much- it will never go. Yet, in the 9 weeks I worked and wandered 
around here- homes of birds, insects and little creatures were removed in 
speeds unthinkable as the JCBs rolled. 

This collection of verse is to emphasize that the hills are alive for those who 
wish to spend time in the Aravallis. 

I am not a professional photographer and the photographs were taken using 
a Samsung M10. No filters have been used. All the photographs are real-the 
Aravallis actually look this way :) 

Thank you for reading these simple lines. I wish for you to regain strength 
and feel the gentle breeze of the Aravallis as you live through every day. 

Latha. 
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—THE END 


